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think of as he stood there with that thing on his head cursing
'Thel.' He made me think of Old Funky!"
Dud felt outraged by this remark. It was not the first time
that Wizzie had shocked him by revealing a point of view
staggeringly different from his own, but this confusion of
values struck him as abominable. It gave him a sense of a gulf
between them that he could see no way of bridging,
"Well—what am I to do to-morrow?" he retorted. "I tell
you what I'm inclined to do—just pack him off and let him do
his worst! I don't see how he can hurt us."
If she had shocked him by comparing Mr. Wye with Old
Funky, it was she who was troubled now. She actually clutched
him with both hands and made him stand still.
"If you want to ruin us," she said in a low intense voice, "if
you want to drive me away from you, that's the way to do it."
Then in a different tone, a tone of shrill supplication: "Give
him the *fiver,' there's a dear; give it to him, for Christ's sake!
He may go then and never come back. They won't be round
here again till Whitsun anyway. Maybe not till August Give it
to him for Christ's sake. If you don't"—and she lowered her
voice to a desperate whisper—"I can't stand it. I'll run away—
that's what 111 do—I'll go where he can't find me, and where
you can't find me. None of you shall ever see me again 1"
"All right, old girl," he announced to her now, in as firm a
voice as he could muster up, "I'll go to the bank to-morrow as
soon as it's open and get some money out, even if I have to over-
draw. We'll want a little to go on with. But Old Funky shall
have his 'fiver;' and let's pray that'll be the last of him!"
The girl, whose fingers had been trembling with agitation
as she clutched his arm, now stooped down and pressed her
face in the darkness against the back of his hand, the hand that
was holding "Dor-Marth's" mate, and when she removed her
cold lips his knuckles were wet with her tears.
They followed their friends at a greater distance, followed
them round the turn by the Hangman's Cottage where the rush
of the water through the weir sounded in the still night like the
rush of the waters of death. The faint lamps from above gave
only the palest glimmer. The governor's house was a dim blur,
and to No-man's eyes, as he glanced up the bank where the
prison stood, the great red building showed as a pallidly lit
cloud within the darkness.

